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" Did you hate my letter ? "

' * At first. It was a terrible disappointment.
And I opened the other one."

" That was quite right. One was meaning-
less without the other. But then ... I
wasn't sure of myself/'

" I went straight off to her. I meant to
ask her to marry me there and then/3

" But you didn't. I knew you wouldn't.
If it had been anybody else but you . . ."

" Then you had more faith in me than I
had. I really meant to, you know. But I
had a kind of revelation, on top of a 'bus. . . .
You must marry her, Boston."

" Yes, I must. I ought to, and I want
to. But just because I feel that, I feel it
may be too late. She may hate me, now.
She's entitled to. If I were her, I should
detest myself. But then she's finer. I put
my hope in that. And then," he went on,
" there are moments when it's not a question
of hopes at all, when it seems necessary and
inevitable. But I can't quite trust them.
One doesn't get rid of one's habits in a day.
And then the very feeling frightens me
sometimes. It's like being driven to put
out into an unknown sea, on a strange ship
with a captain you've never seen before. I